* The Tartar Embassy *
tory nature. Calling it a petition did not absolve him
from obeying it. Moreover, the astute Chinaman knew
that in point of psychological fact the letter would
sound more startling when delivered in that make-
believe fashion than when presented discreetly in pri-
vate audience. There seems little doubt that this point
escaped Queen Saw. Perhaps it amounted to the only
major mistake of her life. 'If the ambassador does not
mind, let the King have his public audience; it will help
him to cover his mortification/ So she is reported to
have said. Her eyes, of course, were fixed on the ex-
treme necessity of complying with the Tartars* de-
mands. If this was the only manner the King could be
brought to agree, it was best to let him have his way.

The hour for public audience was dawn, and while it
was still dark Lu Chia and his two colleagues got out
of bed, if that term can describe Kiluken's habit, for he
could not sleep except on the ground with a saddle for
pillow. They had all agreed to wear Chinese robes for
the occasion, the better to conform with Burmese eti-
quette; that is to say that Kiluken, when Lu Chia put
to him the inwardness of the occasion, consented to
dress in the same manner as his colleagues* But when
at 5 a.m. he saw the silk clothes which his pages held
out to him, he felt his stomach turn and refused to put
them on. Instead he donned his trousers, top boots,
long coat and heavy sword. Giving his face a wipe with
a dirty cloth, he joined the other two.

Lu Chia was surprised. cThey won't admit you like
that/ he remarked.

'We shall see,' growled Kiluken, drawing his sword
absently and rubbing it against his boots.
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